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Santa's New Idea 
Author Unknown 


Said Santa Claus 

One winter’s night, 

‘I really think it’s only 
right 

That gifts should have a 
little say 

‘Bout where they’1l be 
on Christmas Day.’ 

So then and there 

He called the toys 
Intended for good girls 
and boys, 

And when they’d settled 
down to hear, 

He made his plan for 
them quite clear. 

These were his words: 
‘Soon now,’ he said, 
*You’11 all be speeding 
off with me 

To being the Christmas 


joy and cheer 

To little ones both far 
and near. 

Here’s my idea, 

It seems but fair 

That you should each one 
have a share 

In choosing homes where 
you will stay 

On and after Christmas 
Day. 

‘Now the next weeks 
Before we go 

Over the miles of 
glistening snow 

Find out the tots that 
you like best 

And think much nicer 
than the rest.’ 

The toys called out 
‘Hurrah! Hurrah! 

What fun to live always 
and play 

With folks we choose - 
they’11 surely be 
Selected very carefully.’ 
So, children dear, 

When you do see 

Your toys in socks or on 
a tree, 

You’1l1 know in all the 
world ‘twas you 

They wanted to be given 
to. 


Christmas Bells 
by: Henry Wadsworth 
Longfellow 


I heard the bells on 
Christmas Day 

Their old, familiar carols 
play, 

And wild and sweet 

The words repeat 

Of peace on earth, 
good-will to men! 


And thought how, as the 


day had come, 

The belfries of all 
Christendom 

Had rolled along 
The unbroken song 
Of peace on earth, 
good-will to men! 


Till, ringing, singing on its 
way 

The world revolved from 

night to day, 

A voice, a chime, 

A chant sublime 

Of peace on earth, 

good-will to men! 


Then from each black, 
accursed mouth 

The cannon thundered in 
the South, 

And with the sound 

The Carols drowned 

Of peace on earth, 
good-will to men! 


And in despair I bowed 
my head; 

‘There is no peace on 
earth,’ I said; 

‘For hate is strong, 
And mocks the song 

Of peace on earth, 
good-will to men!’ 
Then pealed the bells 
more loud and deep: 
‘God is not dead; nor 
doth he sleep! 

The Wrong shall fail, 
The Right prevail, 
With peace on earth, 
good-will to men!’ 
P.S. To Santa 

by: Ivor Davis 


Dear Fairther Christmas 
I thought as I'd write 
Ter thank yer fer comin’ 
ter visit. 


We'd all ‘ung we socks 
up, 

An’ our kid put a box up! 
But that ay really fair, 
now is it? 


On Christmas Eve night 

We wus all tucked up 
tight, 

Our Moll an’ our kid an' 
then me. 

The babby was theer 

In th’ ode basket cheer 
It was ‘is fust Christmas, 
yer see. 


We tried ever so ‘ard 
But we couldn't drop off, 
We was frittened in 
cairse as yo' caught we. 
But it tairned owt all 
right, 

So I thought as I'd write, 
Ter thank yer fer all as 
yo' brought we 

Yo ought ter ‘a' sid 

The sight of our kid 
When 'e opened ‘is eyes 
in the mornin’; 

Yo'd brought ‘im a train 
And a book o' John 

Wayne 

An’ a motor with lights 
an’ an ‘orn in! 


An’ that little black doll 
As yo’ brought fer our 
Moll 

"Er 'ugged it as if 
could crush it. 

An’ yo' ay ‘arf a lamb 
Ter gi'e her a pram, 
It's jus’ right fer the 
nipper ter push it. 


t 


er 


I do mind ser much 

As yo' forgot abowt me 
"Cos t’others was ever 
ser graiteful 


An" p'raps now I'm nine 
I'm too ode t'ave mine 
A’ what they got was a 
pretty good plairteful 


I asked for a scooter 

Yo’ thought I said ‘ooter 
"Cos yo' brought the 

babby a trumpet 

But when I sid ‘is glee 

I day mind about me; 

"E's ‘appy. Soo I'll ‘a’ ter 
lump it. 


Christmas Eve 
by: Julie Lineker 


The children lay in bed 
this special night 
Holding their breath with 
eyes closed tight 

They know the magic 

won't be right 

If they are found awake 
after midnight 

Shhh, at last they hear a 
sound 

Tinkering bells in the 
background 

Do they dare open their 
eyes 

And peep out at the dark 
skies 

Will they only see the 
snow 

Or is Santa parked 

across the road 

They hear a creak, is it 
the door 

Or is it the cat creeping 
across the oor 

No this time they know 
for sure 

It definitely was the 
bedroom door 

Not one child dares to 
breathe 


Or make a sound in bed 
this eve 

They knew it was he 
creeping across the oor 
Even quieter than the 
year before 

Will he leave me a doll's 
house 

Some toy soldiers anda 
sugar mouse 

There's a lot of rattling, 
a creak, a groan 

Now he's finally leaving 
our home 

We wait in bed for what 
seems like hours 

Until we're sure the 
house is ours 

Then we are all out of 
bed 

Feeling around to see 
what's been left 

Our sacks are full, O 
what joy 

We have been good girls 
and boys 

We feel around and shake 
each one 

To us Christmas day has 
begun 

But suddenly out of the 
dark 

GET BACK TO BED! The 
grown-ups bark. 
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